BLOOD WEDDING
WIPE:
His quilt a fine fabric.
MOTHER-IN-LAW:
Lullaby, my baby.
WIFE:
Ay-y-y, for the big horse
who didn't like water!
MOTHER-IN-LAW:
Don't come near, don't come in!
Go away to the mountains
and through the grey valleys,
that's where your mare is.
WIFE [looking at the baby]:
My baby is sleeping.
MOTHER-IN-LAW:
My baby is resting.
WIPE [softly]:
Carnation, sleep and dream,
The horse won't drink from the stream.
MOTHBH-IN-LAW [getting up, very softly]:
My rose, asleep now lie
for the horse is starting to cry.
[She carries the child out. LEONARDO enters.]
LEONARDO: Where's the baby?
WIPE: He's sleeping.
LEONARDO: Yesterday he wasn't welL   He cried  during   the
night.
WIFE: Today he's like a dahlia. And you? Were you at the black-
smith's?
LEONARDO: I've just come from there. Would you believe it? For
more than'two months he's been putting new shoes on the horse
and they're always coming off As far as I can see he pulls them off
on the stones.
WIFE: Couldn't it just be that you use him so much?
LEONARDO: No. I almost never use hirn.
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